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538 Woman. 

omnium consensu, per totam Hiberniam servi Angli libere abire perttiissi 
sunt.' 

" This generous reformation, be It observed, did not stop with abolishing 
the trade. Its penance dictated not merely future abstinence from wrong, 
but present restitution to the injured. 

'• About six hundred years after this righteous and honourable resolution, 
the Representatives of the same Country, convened, not at Armagh, but at 
Westminster, gave a noble testimony that Ireland was still superior to her 
sister Island in abhorrence of the opprobrious traffic. On Mr. Wilberforce's 
first motion for the abolition of the Slave Trade, after the Union, he was 
supported by every Irish Member present ; and they formed thirty-five 
votes in a majority of one hundred and twenty-four."* 



WOMAN. 

POUR BT CONTBE. 

BE. 
Like (he Moon is Woman's heart, 

Still with borrow'd lustre shining ; 
Like the ivy, Woman's love, 

Where it fastens, undermining ; 
Like a rock, you may defy 

Truth to shake, or reason move<her ; 
Like Ibe rainbow in the sky, 

Smiling; when the storm ia over. 

SHE. 

Woman's tove is like a rock, 

Firm it stands, tho' storms surround it ( 
Like the ivy on the oak. 

Even in ruin clinging round it ; 
Like the Moon, dispelling night, 

Woman's smiles illumine sorrow ; 
Like the rainbow's pledge of light, 

Harbinger of joy to-morrow. 

HE. 
Shrinking from the wintry blast, 

Bird of passage, like the swallow, 
When the sunny season's past, 

Woman's love will quickly follow, 

SHE. 

Like the swallow, when she's seen, 

Pleasure's blossoms never wither, 
Herald of a sky serene, 

Woman brings the summer with her. 

HE. 

Like the roses of the brake, 

Thorns in every blossom shrouded ; 
Like the bosom of the lake. 

By each passing shadow clouded. 

SHE. 
Like the roses of the brake, 

Precious, tho' their bloom be laded ; 
Like the bosom of ih« lake, 

By reflected darkness shaded. 

• It ia a remarkable and gratifying feet, in relation to the subject of the above 
document, that no vessel in the African Slave Trade ever cleared out from an Irish 
port ; nor, as far as can be known, were the harbours of Ireland ever polluted by * 
Gui Manilla 
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HE. 
Like a picture, where you find 

Truth and nature's fair resemblance, 
So, deceitful woman's mind 

Mocks us with their mimic semblance. 

SHE. 

Like a picture truly fine, 

Half her beauty distance covers ; 

Touches of a band divine, 
Every nearer view discovert. 

HE. 
Like the reckless mountain tide, 

Every breeze the surface changing ; 
Like the bird which must be tied, 

If you would prevent its ranging, 

SHE. 
Like the stream upon the hill, 

Unconfined, it runs the purer ; 
Like a bird, a cage will kill. 

But kindness win, and love secure her. 

HE. 

Like the harp of Erin's sigh, 

Woman wakes the soul to madness, 

Wild and doubtful in its joy, 
Fatal in its dang'rous sadness. 

SHE. 
Like one lyre, whose magic chord 

Banishes each ruder feeling, 
Woman speaks— and, by a word, 

Soothes the soul— and soothes to healing. 

BE, 

Like the Sun, who sheds his light, 
On the fool and wise in common, 

Undistingaishingly bright, 
Is the smite of faithless Woman. 

SHE. 

Like the Sua, dispensing light, 
Life and joy on all that's human, 

Ever fix'd, and warm, and bright, 
Is the love of faithful Woman ! 
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Scene, Oub Sxvdy — Editob reclining on a Sofa. Time, Evening. 
Enter Solomon Single, Esquire. 

How do, my dear Doctor — how feeleth thy elay tenement, 'mid the 
fitful changes of this uncertain season? 

EDITOR. 

Thanks, Mend Sol. — as well as kind friends, many comforts, a plea* 
*ant fire, and a slight touch of the gout, can make it. 

SOI*. 

" Ay, there's the rub"— no real comfort, no solid enjoyment, with, 
out some heavy drawback appended; — not one solitary rose to be plucked 
throughout the length and breadth of this wide-spread wilderness, be* 
neath the leaves of which there is not some sharp and prickly thorn. 
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